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Dave shuffled across the basement, the box in his arms felt heavy even though it only contained photographs, 
but at his age even a box of cereal felt like a brick. He carried the box up the stairs, he had to pause halfway 
up to catch his breath, old age, Dave reflected, was a bitch. 


He finally made it to the lounge where he dumped the box on a coffee table and rubbed his arms, he would 
probably ache in the morning but he didn't really care, the contents of the box were important and a few 
aching muscles were worth it. He dropped onto the couch and dragged the box towards him pulling open the 
flaps, dust floated upwards making him sneeze and his eyes water. He reached into the box grabbing a handful 
of photographs and laid them out on the coffee table, his eyesight wasn't so good these days and the glasses 
he wore didn't really help but a large magnifying glass that he kept next to the couch made life easier. He 
picked up the first photo moving the magnifying glass back and forth until the image came into focus, he 
smiled as he remembered the scene captured for all time on photographic paper. It was a photo of the band, 
his band, Foo Fighters, back in 2001, taken around the time of the Echoes, Silence, Patience and Grace tour. 


Fuck he looked so young, his hair was still long, it was still brown and his tattoos still had shape, color and 
definition. He reached up a hand to rub at his head, the hair was cut close to his head and it was now a 
silvery grey as it had been for the last I5 years or so. He lowered his hand and glanced at the tattoos that 
covered his arms. The arms were withered with age, the skin hung limply on the bones and the tattoos were 
faded to indistinct shapes of indeterminate color. He traced his fingers over the ink, all his tattoos had meant 
something, they told the story of his life as did the photos in the box. He picked up another photo, this one 
from 20ll, it was one of the promo shots for the Wasting Light album, he still looked young, they all looked 
young, fuck they were young. A tear ran down his face, he had lost Pat over I5 years ago now and Nate had 
passed on a few years back. Chris had passed the month before, it was now just him and Taylor, but they 
both knew that time was against them, every day was now a precious commodity to be celebrated and enjoyed 


to the fullest. 


Dave flicked his way through the photographs, memories flooded his mind; recording sessions, tours, 
interviews, award shows, he had done all of those things, travelled the world and met hundreds of thousands 
of people. But it was the music that he was proudest of, the music he had made had touched people, millions 
of people had sung along to his music and music endured, even when he was long gone his music would still be 
there. He tried to flex his fingers, they were now crippled with arthritis, he had given up playing many years 
ago after the pain had become too much but he still wrote music dictating it to his assistant, humming the 
melody for him to capture. He didn't do any public performances anymore but he occasionally wrote music for 
movie soundtracks or for charity events but he knew that even this small pleasure would soon be denied him 
as his hearing was fading along with his tattoos. Dave sat back on couch rubbing his eyes, he was 85 years old 
but in his head he still was the young man who had rocked the world, still the kid who had played drums in 
Nirvana, the man who had fronted Foo Fighters. Time was a cruel mistress, she let you think you had plenty of 


time left until you realized you didn't, and all you were left with were your memories. 
"You ok D?" 


Dave turned to the door where Taylor was leaning up against the frame. He too had aged, he had lost almost 


all of his hair and his face was creased with hundreds of fine lines. 


"Hey T, I'm fine, just remembering when we were young." He held up some photos but he knew Taylor wouldn't 


be able to see them, his eyesight was as bad as Dave's. 

Taylor worked his way over to the couch, his gait was awkward due to the pain in his back which itself was a 
result of years and years spent hunched over his drum kit. He dropped onto the couch next to Dave and 
picked up one of the photos. 

"Fuck D, look at us," Taylor held the photo under Dave's nose, "we look so young, so fucking beautiful." 


Dave smiled at Taylor. "You are still beautiful T." 


"And so are you D" Taylor took hold of Dave's hand giving it a gentle squeeze and kissed him on the cheek. 
"Why the trip down memory lane?” 


Taylor picked up some more photos and smiled at the images of them pulling faces at the camera, of Dave 
rocking out on stage, of himself pounding at his kit. 


"Losing Chris made me think about all the things we did together, all the time we shared" Dave pointed at a 
photo taken at Coachella in 2002. "Remember that?" 


Taylor laughed. "Fuck, that was when the band almost broke up, | hated you that weekend” 
"But we worked it out." Dave chuckled. "It was then that | realized | loved you, when | almost lost you." 


"| loved you before that, | just never told you." Taylor smiled at Dave, he pulled a photo from the pile. "Look at 
this one." 


It was a photo of Dave sitting on his Throne of Foo taken during the Sonic Highways tour when Dave had 
broken his leg falling off the stage. 


"Fuck, that was a weird tour. My leg, the attacks in Paris, | didn't think we were going to continue after that." 
"But we did. It took us a few years but we came back, and that next tour was a blast, the best we ever did” 


Dave placed an arm around Taylor's shoulders and kissed the top of his head. "Yes it was, we came back and 


rocked the fuck out of that tour, and the next one too." 


Dave plucked one final photo from the box, it was taken on their farewell tour back in 2030, the last time 
they had all played together. 


"We had fun didn't we T? All those fucking years and we had so much fun, we never lost the fun. Not many 
bands can say that." 


‘It was always fun, and | loved every fucking minute of it. | wouldn't change a single thing." Taylor squeezed 


Dave's hand again. "I love you D" 


| love you too T. And | wouldn't change a thing either. We've been lucky T, we did the thing we loved, we made 
people happy and we found each other. We've had a life worth living.’ 


Dave pulled Taylor to him, laying down on the couch and wrapping his arms around his lover. Taylor laid his 
head against Dave's chest and wound an arm around his waist. They lay together on the couch, they didn't 
need words anymore, they had been together for over 50 years, been in love for over 50 years and they 


were happy spending the time they had left just being together. 


